freedom to which I had come to feel every soul was entitled, I had no
choice, would I keep my self-respect, but go out a voluntary exile into the
uncharted and unknown. Deprived of legal protection, I got my back
against the wall in this way. I meant to live if I could an unconventional
life. I turned to this hill in the Valley as my grandfather before me had
turned to America—as a hope and haven. But I was forgetful, for the time
being, of grandfather's Isaiah. His smiting and punishment.
And architecture by now was quite mine. It had come to me by actual
experience and meant something out of this ground we call America.
Architecture was something in league with the stones of the field, in
sympathy with 'the flower that fadeth and the grass that withereth'. It
had something of the prayerful consideration for the lilies of the field that
was my gentle grandmother's: something natural to the great change that
was America herself.
It was unthinkable to me, at least unbearable, that any house should be
put on that beloved hill.
I knew well that no house should ever be on a hill or on anything. It
should be of the hill. Belonging to it. Hill and house should live together
each the happier for the other. That was the way everything found round
about was naturally managed except when man did something. When he
added his mite he became imitative and ugly. Why? Was there no natural
house? I felt I had proved there was. Now I wanted a natural house to live
in myself. I scanned the hills of the region where the rock came cropping
out in strata to suggest buildings. How quiet and strong the rock-ledge
masses looked with the dark red cedars and white birches, there, above the
green slopes. They were all part of the countenance of southern Wisconsin.
I wished to be part of my beloved southern Wisconsin, too. I did not
want to put my small part of it out of countenance. Architecture, after all,
I have learned—or before all, I should say—is no less a weaving and a
fabric than the trees are. And as anyone might see, a beech tree is a beech
tree. It isn't trying to be an oak. Nor is a pine trying to be a birch, although
each makes the other more beautiful when seen together.
The world had had appropriate buildings before—why not appropriate
buildings now, more so than ever before? There must be some kind of
house that would belong to that Mil, as trees and the ledges of rock did5 as
grandfather and mother had belonged to it in their sense of it all.
There must be a natural house, not natural as caves and log-cabins were
natural, but native in spirit and the making, having itself all that archi-
tecture had meant whenever it was alive in times past. Nothing at all I had
ever seen would do. This country had changed all that old building into
something inappropriate. Grandfather and grandmother were something
splendid in themselves that I couldn't imagine living in any period-houses
I had ever seen or the ugly ones around there. Yes, there was a house that
hill might marry and live happily with ever after. I fully intended to find
it. I even saw for myself what it might be like. And I began to build it as
the brow of that hill.
It was still a very young faith that undertook to build that house. It was
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